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knowing in what unaccountable efforts of oratory Mrs. Nickleby's
apprehensions might have been vented, if the general attention
had not been attracted at the moment by a very strange and
uncommon noise, proceeding, as the pale and trembling servant-
girl affirmed, and as everybody's sense of hearing seemed to affirm
also, " right down " the chimney of the adjoining room.

It being quite plain to the comprehension of all present that,
however extraordinary and improbable it might appear, the noise
did nevertheless proceed from the chimney in question; and the
noise (which was a strange compound of various shuffling, sliding,
rumbling, and struggling sounds, all muffled by the chimney) still
continuing, Frank Cheeryble caught up a candle, and Tim Linkm-
water the tongs, and they would have very quickly ascertained the
cause of this disturbance if Mrs. Nickleby had not been taken
very faint, and declined being left behind on any account. This
produced a short remonstrance, which terminated in their all
proceeding to the troubled chamber in a body, excepting only
Miss La Creevy, who, as the servant-girl volunteered a confession
of having been subject to fits in her infancy, remained with her to
give the alarm and apply restoratives, in case of extremity.

Advancing to the door of the mysterious apartment, they were
not a little surprised to hear a human voice, chaunting with a
highly elaborated expression of melancholy, and in tones of
suffocation which a human voice might have produced from under
five or six feather-beds of the best quality, the once popular air of
"Has she then failed in her truth, the beautiful maid I adore!"
Nor, on bursting into the room without demanding a parley, was
their astonishment lessened by the discovery that these romantic
sounds certainly proceeded from the throat of some man up the
chimney, of whom nothing was visible but a pair of legs, which were
dangling above the grate, apparently feeling with extreme anxiety
for the top bar whereon to effect a landing.

A sight so unusual and unbusiness-like as this completely
paralysed Tim Linkinwater, who, after one or two gentle pinches
at the stranger's ankles, which were productive of no effect, stood
clapping the tongs together as if he were sharpening them for
another assault, and did nothing else.

" This must be some drunken fellow," said Frank. " No thief
would announce his presence thus."

As he said this with great indignation, he raised the candle to
obtain a better view of the legs, and was darting forward to pull
them down with very little ceremony, when Mrs. Nickleby, clasping
her hands, uttered a sharp sound something between a scream and
an exclamation, and demanded to know whether the mysterious